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day, and that your letter, which I promise to keep, will
puzzle your biographer almost as much as it has puzzled
julie
enkendaal,
LEWIS DEAR,
I wish I hadn't sent that silly letter. It seemed so
clever to me when I had written it. I was angry. I am
always being made angry by you— just because I am so
intolerably young, I suppose, and should really be happier
if I were being made love to by little men who amused me
and excited me and didn't make me feel as you do — and as
my husband did in his different way— that the world is so
much older than I am. I want to play and be happy for a
little while — that's all; so you mustn't think I'm more than
I am and must try to forgive me.
Because that isn't really all. That's the part of me that
was made angry by your letter. But you know there's
another part that was frighteningly proud because it was
you that had written it. The austerity and quietness of it
were you, really you. That's why I locked it away. Not for
your biographer.
My own reply went off by last night's post. Now it's
early morning. I crept down into the hall just now to see
if my letter was still on the table; I should have taken it
back, but it had gone. And it's too early to get up, so I'm
writing this in bed, by daylight and candle-light — half and
half.
I suppose our lives, yours and mine, are utterly different.
Some day I shall go back to Prussia and settle down some-
how with enormous dogs all round me, and I shall have
to play cards, and we shall go to Berlin for a part of the
year and to Munich for music and pay visits in the Black
Forest. Of course everything may be different. Rupert has
been wounded a second time; I don't know how badly; he
says it isn't serious, but he says I'm not on any account to
go to him. After the war, he tells me, we shall be much
poorer than we were, but I don't know what that means—

